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	1. Chapter 1 - Kylie Blake

**_Batman Arkham Chronicles Series_**

Ashly Burch

**Batman**

**A Night Without End**

**Written By****: JMD Nelson**

**Based on Characters Created by****: Bob Kane**

**Chapter 1:**

**Kylie Blake**

**Gotham City, The Narrows**

**Thursday Night**

**11:47 PM**

A young woman in her 20's sits at the computer desk in her bedroom of her 3rd floor apartment overlooking the foggy Narrows. Her room is dark as she sits there, illuminated only by the computer screen that she sits in front of. She has her rock music blaring through her big headphones as she types on her keyboard. She also keeps constantly checking her email account, to which there are no new emails. The girl sighs, exiting out of her email account for about the 20th time already. _This isn't good, _she thought, _I really need this to work out._

The girl is very pretty, _in a tomboy sort of way_. She has short and messy black hair tied into short pigtails, olive skin, large dark brown eyes and a small birthmark on her left cheek. She has black nail polish, pink lipstick and wears a dark gray short-sleeved hooded jacket over a black t-shirt with a pink heart on it, a frilly black miniskirt and black riding boots. She also wears a black choker necklace with a pink heart jewel on it and black leather wristbands.

"Kylie?"

**Kylie Blake**, the girl, takes off her headphones, and stares towards her bedroom door. There's light coming in through at the bottom. A shadow appears in the light from under the door and there's a light knocking. Kylie smiles, and rests her headphones down on her shoulders.

"Yes, come in, Riley," Kylie says in a gentle tone. The door opens and a boy about 10 years old peers into the dark room. He has shaggy, side swept messy brown hair and dark brown eyes like his older sister. He wears his white t-shirt and pajama shorts as he stands in the doorway, peeking in at her. Kylie gives him a gentle, reassuring smile.

"_Heyyy you_, you're supposed to be asleep!" Kylie teases, then motions him to come in. Riley shrugs, coming in. "I couldn't sleep," Riley says in an almost whisper, "I can hear that couple down the hall fighting again." He comes over to Kylie, who pulls him over to her and gives him a nice warm hug. Riley smiles, his arms wrapping snuggly around her neck. "It's okay, buddy," Kyle says, "Things won't be like this forever. We will leave this neighborhood and never look back, I promise." Riley gives her a weak smile, not really buying her claim. "You really think so, Kylie?" He asks. "Yes I do, and you know why?" Kylie asked him, ruffling his hair, "Because I made a promise to mum and dad that we wouldn't stay stuck here. They always wanted better for all of us, and we're going to go out there and get it for ourselves."

Riley sighs, looking at a portrait of the 4 of them together. He sees himself, Kylie and their parents all standing at the Gotham Museum of Natural History on a cloudless, blue skied summer day. Kylie follows his gaze and smiles.

"That was a good day, wasn't it?" Kylie asks Riley, who nods his head. "Mom and dad were so happy that day," Riley says, staring at the picture, "I wish it could've been that way forever." Kylie sighs and rests her head against his. "Me too, buddy, me too," Kylie whispers, trying to blink away the moisture that's beginning to accumulate in the corners of her eyes. Kylie manages to rub most of it away before Riley turns to her.

"Do you think they're happy where they are?" Riley asks, wiping some of the moisture away from his sister's eyes. Kylie looks Riley in the eyes, smiles and nods her head, whispering, "_Yes_." Riley smiles at her, squeezing her shoulder. "They probably miss us as much as we miss them," Riley says, "But I believe we will see them again. Don't you, Kylie?" Kylie smiles at his optimism and nods her head. "I guarantee it, Riley," Kylie says, tickling his little neck, making him chuckle. They both stare at the picture for a few more precious moments.

Riley then pauses before he asks his next question.

"Can I please sleep in here tonight, Kylie?" Riley asks in an almost whisper, "I'm just feeling a bit afraid from all that fighting down the hall." Kylie gives him a sweet smile, nodding her head. "Of course, buddy," Kylie said, "Climb aboard. But just so you know, I'm gonna be up for a while, okay? Don't let me keep you up." Riley smiles, nodding his head. He climbs into his older sister's bed and pulls the covers up over himself. "Thank you, sis," Riley says, resting his head on one of her spare pillows, "I feel a lot safer in here tonight." Kylie shrugs, smiling. "Hey, what are big sisters for, huh?" Kylie says, chuckling, "I'll join you in a bit. But you should definitely get some sleep. You look like you could use it." Riley nods his head, his eyes closed. "Uh huh," he says, yawning loudly, then curling up, "Goodnight, Kylie." Kylie smiles back at him. "Goodnight lil' bro," Kylie whispers, hearing him begin to drift off to sleep.

Kylie then turns back to her computer, seeing that she's just received an email. "It's about time!" She whispers, squinting at the screen, "Now, let's see…." She clicks on it, seeing it's labelled as an URGENT message from an unknown address. _Probably spam or a scam_, she thought, clicking on it, but careful not to accidentally download anything. She reads the contents of the email, and her heart skips a beat. "_Son of a bitch, this is what I was waiting for_!" Kylie whispered to herself, "_Now let's see what this says_."

The email itself is heavily encrypted. '_No problem_,' Kylie thinks to herself, '_Easy fix. I've got just the thing to decrypt this._' Kylie starts up a hacking program on her computer and gets it to easily decrypt the message. She cracks open an energy drink while she waits and eyes a few envelope on her desk, reading: Past Due and Final Notice. She shakes her head and stares at them, hatefully. '_Dammit, this will end, it has to_,' Kylie thought to herself, '_Once we're all paid off, we can finally quit this place and move somewhere decent in Gotham_. _If there is any decent place left in this rotten city_.'

After a few moments, the message reads as follows:

**To Our Trusted Contact****,**

This is a message from the little woman. Be ready at 11am. Car will be

downstairs and will honk twice. If you're not out in 2 minutes flat, we're going with

the other guy, and you get NOTHING.

**DO NOT BE LATE**. The boss doesn't like to be kept waiting.

**Details**: 6 man crew, you included. Be ready when we pick you up and bring your

Laptop and your sidearm. Everyone's been briefed and knows their role in this.

See you tomorrow.

'_Great, I'm in_!' Kylie thought, sighing in relief and sitting back in her chair, '_I must've made a somewhat decent impression in my audition for the people in charge_.' Kylie smiled, looking back over at Riley who was now fast asleep, curled up with his hands under his pillow. 'We've got a chance now,' Kylie thought, smiling over at Riley, '_I will not blow this. I just play my part like everyone else there and put this behind us. We can finally make it out of here._'

Kylie stretched in her seat and got up, going over to a portrait of a night landscape of Gotham City. She takes it down from the wall, seeing the safe behind it. She then begins to twist the dial back and forth, entering the numbers at what seems like record speed. The safe's door clicks loudly like a gunshot in the silence and she opens it.

Inside is an envelope with more pictures of her and her family, along with some survival cash and her father's silver 45 automatic pistol. Kylie takes out the 45 and ejects the clip, checking it. It's loaded. She then slaps the clip back in and safeties it. Kylie places the pistol into her black bag and sees her laptop with its antenna plugged in. She checks the safe, grabbing the money and tucking it also into the bag. Then she stops and stares at something else inside the safe.

_Her mother's silver crucifix_. Her mother had always intended on giving it to Kylie, but never got the chance to do so. After what happened a month ago, Kylie never gave it much thought as everything had happened so fast. But there it was, staring up at her, her mother's final gift to her. Kylie smiled and swiped it up, undoing the small latch.

"I need you with me tomorrow, mother," Kylie said quietly, putting on the necklace and doing the latch, "Please don't be angry with me, mom. I only wanna get Riley as far away from this wretched place as possible." Kylie rubbed the silver cross with her thumb and stared at herself in the mirror. The cross looked very pretty in the reflection of the computer screen.

"I swear I will not do anything like this _ever_ again," Kylie said to herself.

It was true, she was scared of things going south. She was also scared of who she was going to be working for. She was scared of who they would be robbing. But most of all, she was also scared of the man who hid in the shadows, keeping a vigilant eye over Gotham City.

_**The Batman**_.

Although Kylie had never actually seen him in person, she knew full well of the Batman's existence in their city. Everyone who lived here in Gotham did. When she was younger and still in school, her classmates would often share stories of the caped crusader, although most of the stories were more than often exaggerated.

The same thing went for the villains of Gotham. Kylie had never seen any for herself, but she knew enough from what either Vicki Vale or Jack Ryder said on the news. A lot of the time, she'd be taking public transportation and she'd seen the leftover wreckage from a gang turf war or the remnant of one of Batman's many clashes with his famous enemies. Nothing special really, just henchmen in handcuffs and the city servants doing their best to keep the situations under control. By that time, Batman was usually long gone, and Commissioner Gordon had taken over the situation. _Nothing special, really_.

But as dangerous as Gotham City was, it was her home. Even though Kylie hated to admit it, she couldn't picture living anywhere else. Not Bludhaven, Rapid City or Metropolis. And as bad as things sometimes got, they were like this everywhere, just not always to the extent that Gotham dealt with on a daily basis. But nonetheless, this was home and it always would be. After all, she'd managed to stay alive in Gotham for this long. She just kept her head down and did enough to get by.

Getting back to the situation at hand, Kylie wondered why they were robbing a bank. They could just as easily rob Bruce Wayne, the city's famous billionaire playboy. As far as everyone knew, he lived up there in Wayne Manor by himself with his butler Alfred. His mansion was secluded and remote within the woods, so it would make perfect sense for anyone to want to rob him. But she wasn't about to question her employer about it. He had his own reasons for wanting to hit a bank. But maybe if she got a minute alone with him, she would suggest it for a second heist, given the fact that this one tomorrow were successful. '_It's a good idea_,' Kylie thought to herself, '_What's Bruce Wayne going to do, __**fight us**_?'

He'd probably run and hide in his panic room while they ransacked the place and made off with his money, _ha ha_!

Kylie sighed, feeling her fatigue start to settle in. As she undid the buckles and zippers on her riding boots, she stared out at the city skyline. It looked hellish in the fog, like some angry god. She hoped to hell that tomorrow was a success. They'd grab the cash and be out of dodge long before the cops showed up. But making sure that the cops didn't show up till she and the crew were out of the bank was her job. It burdened her to think about, but she knew she could pull it off. After all, she was highly skilled with her computer. There wasn't anything she couldn't hack. But anything could still happen.

And seeing as it could, Kylie hoped that Batman wouldn't show up. The last thing she needed was a face to face introduction to him, followed by a long jail sentence because of him. Tomorrow had to be flawless, no mistakes.

It was imperative to her and Riley's survival.


	2. Chapter 2 - The Boss

**Chapter 2:**

**The Boss**

**Gotham City, The Narrows**

**Friday Morning**

**9:36 AM**

_The nightmare was as vivid as it usually was. Kylie could see her parents walking in the streets of Gotham, her mother on her father's arm. They had been on their way to a Christmas party being held at Warden Quincy Sharp's home, the warden of Arkham Asylum, where her father worked as a security guard under Aaron Cash's command. They were still walking and talking with one another, in fact, they had just crossed the street when the gunfire began, echoing across Gotham City_.

Kylie's eyes slowly opened and she found herself in her bed, with the bright sunlight shining in through the open window. Riley wasn't where she saw him last, so he must be up already. Kylie sat up, groaning as the alarm clock began to blare. "Ugh, _shaddup you_," Kylie hissed, hitting snooze, then deciding to just switch it off. She stretched, groaning loudly as she cracked her back. Listening carefully, she could hear the TV on in the living room and Gotham City news on. She could tell it was the news, because she could hear Vicki Vale's overly enthusiastic voice.

"God, that woman's just too damn happy," Kylie said, shoving her comforter off and getting up, "Jesus, you'd think Bruce Wayne proposed to her, or something." Kylie chuckled to herself, coming out into the living room area, where Riley sat at the coffee table, eating his cereal and reading a comic book. He turned to look at her, and Kylie smiled at him. "Good morning, buddy!" Kylie said, admiring his innocent stare. "Hey big sis, good morning!" Riley said back to her with a smile of his own. Kylie sighed, coming over, sitting down on the couch beside him and making herself her own bowl of cereal. "You must've been tired, Kylie," Riley said between bites, "You slept in your clothes!" Kylie snickered as she poured milk into the bowl. "I'm sorry, your big sis was out to lunch last night," Kylie said, taking a big spoonful and eating it.

Kylie frowned at the news. It was just some story about some decorated, famous psychiatrist named Hugo Strange transferring to Arkham Asylum. '_His name suits him alright_,' Kylie thought to herself, chucking at the sight of him. He was a much taller man than the short, pudgy warden he stood next to in the interview. He was bald and bearded with large circular glasses and a creepy smile that reminded her of The Joker. When he spoke in his deep voice, he reminded Kylie of Hans Gruber from Die Hard.

"That's the guy who writes those books we always see on the shelves at the mall," Riley said, pointing to him. "Oh yeah, all those self-help books," Kylie snickered, shaking her head, "I wouldn't trust a guy with the last name _Strange, _who definitely looks the part." Kylie kept eating, lost in her own little world until Riley turned to her, remembering something else he wanted to tell her.

"There was something on the news about The Joker," Riley said, putting his comic book down. Kylie stopped chewing, glancing at him. "Yeah, what did they say?" Kylie asked, giving him her full attention. "Nothing really, just that he was spotted in the city," Riley explained to her, "Him and Harley Quinn." Kylie's eyes widened. Riley smiled, in a daze. "Man, she's really pretty!" Riley said, smitten, "Too bad she's a bad guy. I do about anything for a kiss from her."

The phone rang, making them both jump. Kylie reached over and snatched up the cordless phone as Riley changed the channel to cartoons. Kylie cleared her throat and answered.

"Yeah, hello?" Kylie asked. "Hey Kylie, it's Jackie!" said the voice of her best friend, "I'm just pulling up downstairs. You wanna let me in?" Kylie let out a short little laugh. "Yeah, okay," Kylie said to her, "Just ring the buzzer and I'll let you up." Jackie giggled. "Alright, cool," she said. They both hang up and Riley made a disgusted face. "I can't believe you're leaving me with that woman," Riley protested, picking up his comic again, "She always smells like perfume and cigarettes." Kylie let out a gentle laugh and smiled at him. "Oh come on," Kylie teased, "I thought you had a crush on her!" Riley looked up from his comic, staring blankly back at her. "Yeah I did, when I was like five," Riley said, holding his comic. Kylie giggled, putting a hand on her hip. "Aint there anything more precious than puppy love?" Kylie teased. "_Oh my God_," Riley muttered, rolling his eyes. They both laughed among themselves.

A while later, Kylie was getting ready and there was a knock at the door. Riley answered it, letting in Kylie's blonde best friend. "Heyyy Riley!" Jackie said, ruffling his messy brown hair, "Where's your hot sister?" Riley scoffed. "She's in the bedroom," Riley said, blankly. "Yo Kylie, I'm here!" Jackie called, coming in and closing the door. "Awesome, I'll be out in a second!" Kylie called out. "You should go and grab your things, Rye," Jackie said, coming in and sitting down. "Yep," Riley said back, disappearing into his own room.

Kylie came out of her bedroom, wearing a black denim jacket over a green and white flannel shirt, her black frilly miniskirt, finger gloves, sunglasses and a black beanie of her short pigtailed hair. Jackie put a hand on her hip, looking Kylie over.

"Ooh, Catwoman better watch out!" Jackie said, "There's a new badass chick in the streets!" They both chuckled, hugging each other. "Hey Jackie!" Kylie said to her, "Thanks for doing this for me!" Jackie shook her head and shrugged. "Hey, no problem," she happily said, "You've got business to take care of. But, I can't say I approve, though." Kylie gives her a look and Jackie shrugs. "Hey, you do what you gotta do," Jackie said, "And I know you'll do great. Just relax and do what you're good at. You play your part, you'll be back home before you know it." Kylie's glance softens and she stares at Jackie. "I couldn't tell Riley, obviously," Kylie explained, "But I hope I'll get to see him again when this is over." Jackie took Kylie's shoulders and smiled at her. "And you will, trust me," Jackie said, reassuringly. "You always tell me what I want to hear, Jackie," Kylie said with a smile, "Thank you." Jackie and Kylie both hug again. "No problem, sister," Jackie said, patting her back.

A while later, Kylie's kneeling down in front of Riley, who's staring at his big sister. Kylie's hands are on his shoulders. "Now you be good, okay buddy?" Kylie said, trying to hide the bulge in her throat. Riley looks a little baffled. "Kylie, you're acting like we'll never see each other again," Riley said, smiling at her, "What's going on? You can tell me." Kylie sighs, knowing full well she can't tell him. "I'm just dealing with a lot," Kylie explains, "I've dreamt again about mom and dad again, last night." Riley stares at her, showing some sadness in his eyes. "Oh," is all he can say. "I didn't wanna tell you, because I knew you'd get upset," Kylie tells him. Riley shakes his head. "I'm not, I miss them too," Riley says, then he hugs her, adding, "I love you Kylie." Kylie blinks away the tears in her eyes.

"I love you too, little buddy!" Kylie says, kissing his cheek, "I know things are bad now, but it'll get better, I promise." Riley smiles at her. "I know," he says. Kylie looks up at Jackie and nods her head. "See you soon, Jackie," she says, smiling up at her. "Likewise, sister!" Jackie says, high-fiving Kylie, and then leaves with Riley. Kylie sighs, slowly shutting the door and locking it. She looks around the apartment, feeling the silence beginning to smother her.

Kylie sits down on the couch, going through her bag again. She sees the computer, the money envelope and her father's silver 45 pistol. Kylie looks around, feeling like she forgot something. Then she gets up, going to her parent's room, quietly opening the door. She sees the neatly made bed sitting in the dark room and stares at it for a few moments, before going over to her parent's closet, throwing it open wide. She kneels down, grabbing a black metal suitcase in the corner, sets it down and opens it up, seeing her father's security stuff. She takes the 2 spare clips of ammo, the small utility flashlight and the baton. She also grabs her father's security guard belt and slides it on under her flannel shirt, putting her gun in the holster, flashlight in the pouch and the 2 spare clips into the slots. She also takes his handcuffs and puts them in the compartment in the back of the belt. Kylie then gets up, closing the closet and leaving her parent's room.

Coming back into the living room, Kylie sees that the time is now 10:58am, so she grabs her computer bag and heads for the door. She exits, locks it behind her and heads down the hallway. She stops when she rounds the corner, seeing 2 GCPD officers standing outside another suite, interviewing a frail woman with a black eye. A bit away, 2 other officers escort a fat, drunken balding man in a white sweat stained muscle shirt down the stairs. Kylie silently makes her way past them, heading towards the elevator, while trying not to draw their attention. She doesn't, and she presses the elevator button.

A while later, she exits the elevator into the bright lobby and walks out into the street, looking around. As she does, a black 4x4 four door truck rounds the corner, honking twice. Kylie smiles, holding her hand up and waving. The truck slowly pulls up to the curb and she climbs in. A short while later, the truck pulls away and they're off.

"So, you're Kylie Blake, I take it," says the Latino driver with an accent. "Yes, that'd be me," Kylie says, holding out her hand. He shakes it. "My name's Emil Olmos, and I'm the getaway driver," says the driver.

Kylie looks him over, seeing that he clearly has gang connections. He's a tall, handsome, rugged guy with olive skin like hers, black shoulder length greasy hair tied into a short ponytail, black leather jacket over a pop collared white dress shirt, baggy jeans and work boots. He has tattoos on his neck that resemble veins, 2 golden skull rings on the index and middle fingers of his right hand, and a gold chain necklace under the collar of his dress shirt. He also chews a toothpick as he drives on handed, his other arm dangling out the window of the driver's side door. Kylie smiles at him, then sees another guy in the back.

He's a high school aged black youth with cornrows, wearing a navy blue jacket over matching jeans, a black dress shirt and work boots. Kylie extends her hand to him, which he shakes. "I'm Kylie, Kylie Blake," she says. "Name's Reggie," says the youth, "Yo Emil, I thought we weren't supposed to use our real names." Emil shrugs, turning a corner. "It doesn't matter to the boss," Emil explains, "He'll give us all nicknames. Je's don't accidentally use your government name during the heist, ya dig?" Reggie nods his head.

"Yeah, it's cool, bro," Reggie says, looking around, "So, where's the rest of the crew?" Emil points up ahead. "They're meeting us at the rendezvous," Emil explains, "The big man, his chica and another guy will be joining us there." Reggie nods his head. Kylie fastens her seat belt and rests her head and arm on the window pane. Emil glances over at her, then down at her soft, bare legs and smiles as they pull up to a red light. "What's the matter, bonita?" Emil asks, wiggling his toothpick, "You look, how you say? Distracted." Kylie smiles at him, shaking her head. "It's nothing, I've just got a lot on my plate," Kylie explains, "I just _really_ need that money is all." Emil nods his head, turning back to the road. "Muy bien, bonita," Emil says, smiling at the road, "Muy bien, indeed."

**Undisclosed Location**

A man in the shadows fixes his tie, and slides into his coat, singing under his breath. "_Man's so pu-uu-uny and the universe so big, if you hurt inside, get certified, and if life should treat you bad_," the tall, slender white figure sings, putting on red lipstick, "_Don't get ee-ee-even, get mad_!" Then the figure starts laughing hyena-like. The figure stops, listening to the sound of clapping, coming directly from behind him.

The figure then turns to a blonde pigtailed woman wearing white makeup, red lipstick, a black choker necklace, a white nurse outfit with a red corset, a black leather belt and matching wrist bands, black fishnet stockings, red and purple platform boots and matching arm stockings with fingerless gloves. The smile on the young woman's face matches the figure's own.

"Ooh, beautiful song, Mr. J!" the woman squeals with her Queens accent, "You're the best when it comes to showmanship!" The figure comes walking out into the light, cackling. "Thank you, my dear Harley!" The Joker says to Harley Quinn, "You always know how to make a man feel appreciated!" Harley Quinn giggles like a child with a secret. "Aww, you're too good to me, Puddin'!" Harley Quinn says back to him. They both Eskimo kiss and giggle. They then make their way out of the foreman's office of the abandoned warehouse that they're hiding out in. Downstairs, a large crew of Joker's henchman work on an armored vehicle.

"Hmm, I like the new look, Harley!" The Joker says, walking around Harley Quinn and looking her over as she begins to model for him. "That's Puddin', it's a nurse outfit I stole from Arkham the last time we broke outta there!" Harley Quinn explains to him, "I thought I'd fix it up a bit! I'm glad you like it!" She attaches herself to his arm as they watch their henchmen at work, welding large steel plates onto the armored vehicle. They see a few of the henchman spray painting a series of green "Ha Ha Ha's!" all over the black armor.

"It's too bad we couldn't just swipe B-man's wheels for this heist!" Harley Quinn said, "That thing is fast!" Joker grins, stifling a chuckle. "Well, we both know how he is, Harley!" Joker says back, "He was probably the kind of brat who never shared any of his toys with any of the other children. I mean, honestly, Bats! I'd give it back! Ha ha ha ha!"

His cellphone then rings and he checks it. Emil Olmos. "Yeeesss, Mr. Olmos?" The Joker asks, answering his phone, "You pick up those kids, yet?" There's a slight pause. "Yessir, boss, we're actually right outside," Emil says, "Can you tell Richter to open up?" Joker snaps his fingers to Harley, who puts two fingers into her mouth and whistles. "Yo Richter, let em' in, sweetie!" Harley Quinn screams.

A large, thick-necked, muscular bald guy with facial hair and large, wild blue eyes nods his head and grabs the door panel, pressing the green button and opening the door. _The big guy_, Richter, is wearing a red and black leather jacket over a white muscle shirt, jeans and army boots. He watches as Emil's black 4x4 truck pulls into the warehouse. He briefly shares eye contact with Kylie, whose dark eyes widen when her eyes meet his. Richter then runs his tongue repeatedly over his sharp looking teeth, waiting for the truck to fully enter. When it does, he shuts the door to the warehouse, turning back to the truck.

Kylie, Emil and Reggie all exit the truck, looking around and seeing all of the other henchmen at work on the armoured vehicle. "That's pretty impressive work," Kylie says to Emil, gesturing to the armoured vehicle. "Si, Bonita, it's the boss's idea!" Emil says with a smile to her, "He'll be very pleased to hear that you think so. He says Batman aint gonna be the only one with a bitchin' ride!" Kylie chuckled as she looked around the warehouse, trying to see who was in charge. Then she heard the laughter above them, almost like a witch's cackle.

"Hello, troops!" The Joker called from above them, leaping over the railing and flying down towards them, "Hold on, I'm comin' in for a landing! Ha ha ha ha!" The Joker lands in front of Reggie, Emil and Kylie, who gasps when she sees him. Joker notices the wide-eyed look on her face and he grins, his eyes slowly widening as he does so. Somewhere in his throat, Kylie could hear a malevolent giggle of sick amusement. Kylie almost screamed as he quickly stuck his hand out to her. "Hello, my dear!" He said with glee, "I take it by your worried look that I don't need no introduction, ha ha!" Kylie's jaw twitched as she tried to return the formality, but she couldn't move. "What's the matter, girl?" The Joker teased, "Afraid of clowns?! Don't be! Ha ha ha ha!" Thinking quickly, the managed to shake his hand. "It's nice to finally meet you, sir," Kylie managed to spit out. Her small hand almost broke in his grip as he yanked her whole arm up and down. "Whoa," Kylie said, catching her balance. "That's one helluva grip, aint it?" The Joker teased.

Then The Joker shook hands with Reggie. "Ooh, you guys look a little young!" The Joker told them, "But no matter! You probably have your own reasons for wanting that cash of ours, am I right, or am I right?! Of course I'm right!" Reggie quickly and nervously nodded his head. "It's an honor to meet you, sir," Reggie said. "Ooh, how polite!" The Joker said, "You're a nice kid! You could probably teach Bats a thing or two about manners! They must not have them wherever the hell that flying rodent's from, Ha ha ha ha!" Reggie and The Joker both shared a mutual chuckle.

"Mr. J, it's almost time!" Harley Quinn called to him as she sat sideways on the railing and slid down it. "Right you are, Harley, and we've got to get these new recruits prepped!" The Joker said, snapping his fingers over to Richter. The big guy came walking over, breathing heavily through his nose. "Richter my man, get these kids their vests and their guns!" The Joker told him, "Harley, go with em. And do be nice! They're like family now!" Harley Quinn giggled. "Yessir, Mr. J!" Harley Quinn said enthusiastically. Richter nodded his head and looked down at the 2 kids, motioning them to follow after him. "This way," he said in a gruff voice. They both followed him, with Harley Quinn walking behind them both.

They all headed towards a large dark room, at the end of a long hallway. Kylie and Reggie didn't notice Harley Quinn motioning a few other henchmen to follow them.

Kylie, Reggie and Richter all entered the dark room, followed by Harley Quinn and the handpicked henchmen. The light flashed on, and both Kylie and Reggie were temporarily blinded by the light. Suddenly, they were both head locked from behind by Richter. "Gak! What the hell's going on?" Kylie managed to choke out from underneath Richter's massive head lock. "Oh, nothin' too out of the ordinary, hon," Harley Quinn said, smiling at the both of them, "We just have to make sure y'all aren't cops!" Kylie and Reggie both bug-eyed each other. "You really think we'd be stupid enough to try something on The Joker?" Kylie wheezed out, "We're legit! And we can prove it!" Harley Quinn smiled, her hand on her hip. She then walked up to Kylie and Reggie.

"How ya gonna prove it, hon?" Harley Quinn asked, "Whatcha' gonna do for us?" Kylie and Reggie both glanced at each other again and shrugged. "ANSWER the lady!" Richter snapped, shaking them both. "Gak! Anything!" Kylie said through clenched teeth. "ANYTHING?" Harley Quinn asked, a smile curving across her lips. "Y-yes," Kylie wheezed out. Harley smiled at Kylie for a few more moments, then nodded her head to Richter. Richter released their heads and they both began coughing noisily, clutching their throats.

"Okay, okay, I know what I want from you guys," Harley Quinn said, pointing back and forth between them both, "Just a simple _strip search_. Both of you get naked. NOW." Kylie's lip quivered as she weakly choked out, "_What_?" Harley Quinn cackled, smiling at her. "I know you heard me, doll!" Harley Quinn said, "We just want to make sure you're both not wired. Now do it, or we'll do it for ya! And then you can both walk home bare ass!"

Kylie stared at Harley Quinn, back at Reggie, then back at Harley. Stone facing her, Kylie began to quickly undress, taking off her black denim jacket, then sliding out of her skirt, then unbuttoning her flannel shirt. Reggie sighed, and began undressing himself too. A few of the other henchmen began snickering and cheering as Kylie found herself fully naked in front of them, although she still wore her mother's cross. She covered her small breasts with her hands and put one leg over the other to hide her _lower_ area. Reggie cupped himself with both hands. Harley Quinn smiled, walking up to them both.

"Satisfied?" Kylie asked, trying to keep her voice strong. "Almost," Harley Quinn said, walking around her, looking her over. "That looks like a police issue cop belt you have there, hon," Harley Quinn said, seeing it on the ground. "It was my father's," Kylie explained, "He was a security guard. He's dead. Shot in the line of duty." Harley stopped in front of Kylie, who glared back at her. "That's too bad, hon," Harley Quinn said, making another pass around Kylie, "My condolences." Harley Quinn then chuckled and slapped Kylie's bare ass hard. Kylie's eyes closed and she bit her lip to keep her tears in. "Okay, now I can trust ya both," Harley Quinn said to them both, "Too bad we're running short on time! You oughta see what's under my outfit!" Kylie glared at her and she and Reggie quickly got dressed.

Emil came walking into the room, and saw the kids getting dressed. He turned to Harley Quinn and shrugged. "The boss wants to see what's taking so long," Emil said, looking from her to Richter. "Business," Richter grunted, turning to him, "Nothing to be concerned about." Harley Quinn patted Kylie and Reggie both on their backs. "Yeah, we was just funnin' with em!" Harley Quinn told Emil, "We had to make sure they weren't any of Gordon's boys!" Emil nodded his head and looked at Kylie and Reggie, adding, "I'll take it from here, boss." Harley Quinn shrugged and then nodded her head. "That was fun!" she said, "We've gotta do that again sometime!"

Kylie and Reggie silently followed Emil out of the room.


End file.
